like a Central European film star. He was tall, with
reflective brown eyes, wavy brown hair and low fore-
head. His manner was abrupt and dogmatic. Wherf
I first arrived he was usually bad-tempered and moody
and spent a great deal of his time with the cote of
white pigeons which he kept in the back garden. For
years he had been writing and rewriting a Life of Christ,
but the final script had never got beyond the third
chapter. He hated English people and loathed Singa-
pore, but since he had settled there, he said, fie was
determined not to leave before he had made money out
of it. His real vocation was wandering. He had
come to Singapore from Austria by way of Hollywood,
Majorca and Shanghai. At Hollywood he had earned
his living as a scene-painter. In Majorca he had lazed
with the writers and picked up the young woman with
whom he was now living a life of resigned misery.
Felicity was very pretty but completely lazy and
quite useless as a housewife. She couldn't even boil an
egg. She would walk about the house with safety-
pins holding her clothes together, in place of the buttons
which they had progressively shed and which she
couldn't be troubled to sew on. When she was very
young she had married a wealthy French marquis, and
sometimes in her fits of temper she would reproach
Alois with taking her away from him and from her
rich friends. The reproach was hardly justified. At
the time when Alois first met her she was living with
an American humorist in Majorca. A few days after
their first meeting she had deposited herself on his door-
step with all her luggage. Since then they had
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